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HORROR IN BLACK & WHITE 


Wally Wood lived only fifteen minutes from 
my house on Long Island in 1970, by coinci¬ 
dence in the town of Woodmere, and had agreed 
to hire me as his assistant. I was chatting with 
him in his home studio, a bit nervous at the 
prospect of working with my boyhood idol, 
when he handed me a page of a story called 
“The Cosmic All ” and asked if I would ink 
a few straight lines for him—that's all. Woody 
was like that. If you were an artist, he put you 
to work. Well, I blew it I was so awed by the 
fact that I was going to ink some of Wocxly's 
pencils that my hand shook and the crowquil 
pen splattered ink all over the drawing. With 
characteristic calmness. Woody removed the 
artwork from my immediate vicinity and assured 
me that he still intended to hire me. 

For the next few weeks we worked over 
at each other's house on “War of the 
Wizards”, a Vampirella ad, “The End” and a 
weird little sword and sorcery fantasy called 
“Prelude to Armageddon”. We began 
“Armageddon” with a wash on vellum 
sketch of a naked girl who became Melody. 
Woody outlined the story and together we wrote 
the script. Then we went to work on the art 
He pulled out all the stops on this one by using 
every continuous tone art technique he knew. 
On this one job we used wash, dye markers, 
gouache, watercolor grays and prisma. I told 
Woody that I doubted if any of the more delicate 
grays would reproduce. He said to trust him and 
keep on inking. I did—one time, too much. 
To prove to Woody that I was an accomplished 
assistant, after working for him for a whole 
month, I inked an entire battle scene instead of 


just inking the background as I was supposed to 
do. Calmly, Woody took out his opaque grays 
and covered up my amateurish brush strokes. 
“Armageddon”v/3s a huge success, with every 
gray tone vividly reproduced in Creepy. I still 
have the tiny wash sketch of Melody to remind 
me of the epic of the Sorcerer and his know-it- 
all apprentice. 

Shortly, we opened a studio. Wood Studio, 
in Valley Stream, Long Island. Jack Able and 
Syd Shores were regulars there with visits from 
Ralph Reese, Dan Adkins, Bill Pearson, Paul 
Kirchner, Larry Hama, Wayne Howard and 
others. Each artist pitched in to lend a hand 
where needed, often working in shifts, late into 
the night, night after nighL 

Although Woody had several assist¬ 
ants, none of us ever deluded ourselves into 
thinking that we were any more than just that— 
his assistants. It was his genius which guided 
all the work. I recall once when I visited him I 
saw pages of a story called “To Kill a 
God’ at his home. I asked him why we 
weren't working on “God’ at the studio. He 
smiled and evaded answering me. Later, after 
“God’ was published, he told me that he had 
been bothered by the fans' jibes that all of his 
best work had been done by his assistants and he 
no longer “had it’’. “God’ was entirely his, 
with no help from anyone. It was great, of 
course. We, his assistants, knew he never really 
needed us, but we wisely never asked Woody 
why he kept us around. 


—Nicola Cuti 
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HE mAt<&Fix6P, 

THE LO\eiU&r UPON HiM 
FOR HE HAP NEVER IN H 
LIFE SEEM ANYTHIN© 60 
0EAUTIFUL,.. 


' THE LAR3ER MOON OF JKITH VYA6 
©ETTIN© A6 THE MORN/N© SUN CLiMSEP 
INTO THE SKY. THE FORg6r TRIULEP, 
CHIRPEP ANP HUMMEP TO ANNOUNCE 
THE PAWN, eUT THE OVERTURE THI© 


I THEy^S>UL.P NOT UNPiSRSTANP 
EACH OTHER, ftJT TO AOU/NAS 
her voice WA6^UStC..> ^ 

lU’ / 


SENIOR EOUINU6, 
MESSENGER OP THE 
©OPS, PAUS6P ON HIS 
eRRANP.. ATTBACTEP 
0Y A CLEAR, SILVERY 
VOICE, HE FOLLOWEP 
THE SOUNO TO A 
CRYSTAL POOL WHERE 
HESAWHER.AFALE 
FLA/V\E IN THE 
I 6HAPOWS-. 
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COLOURS BY NANCY O'CONNER 







I WITHOUT BRBAKINS Hl$ Sn-(?IPe, 

I He ecoopep hek up in his 


THE RUINS i 
. mi ONUV, 

^ chance! 









































MEtOPy...! A\U&T 
CONTINUE ON /W MISSION 
TO THE HEART OF THE 
ENEMV LANP...OAe/Z/» J 

N eoK6(^orH!^^ 


MELoby j 

























































I IfARION CHANTEPAN;] 

Uncient invocation... 



























SENTOK eauinus! 
VOJAEE WASrtNe 
T/Mm...7He PBAP 

ournumeeK tub 

L IVINS' we ARE 

pgfieATep/imB 

le NOT youR FUNCTION- 
IT IS NOT ACCO/WPtlSH- 
INS THE /MISSION X 
SENT MOLI ON I j 






DSFARTUBe, FISHTIN® AS HE HAP NEVER 
FOUSHT,„5UT, THOUSH HE SMASHEP 
AND CUT THE PEAP INTO FRASAENTS... 



















,../^NPeAI^TH•$ 

NeARES.T/«OON 

exPLCPEP! 


EAIZTH(SlJAKe$ 
TORE THE 

continent 

IN HALF... 
VOLCANOES. 
ERUPTEO, 
SPEWIN® 
LAVA OVER 
THE SATTLE- 
FIBLP... 


I MINO»l WHAtr ARE VOU POtNS 't 
— you FI©HT yoUR OWN..^ 


mRION! 


I^MOUNTAINOUSTIRAL WAVE 


TOWEREP OVER THE SHUPPER- 
IN©,T!PRnJREP CONTINENT... 







oaBW- 

puw'tRi-m, wNsnM«we$ 

PCONTINUEP TO BSHT EVCM 
THE LAMP UNPER THEK 
FEET SANK INTO THE SEA... 


...ANP THAT IS THE ^ 

STPRY r PECIPHEREP’ 
FRPM THESE ANQENT 
RUNES CARVEP IN 
STPNE IN THIS CAVE, J 
/MILES PELOW THE 

SURFACE.THIS 

SEE/MSTPpe 

THE RESTIVE place H 

OF SATPRIS, ANP S 

HIS /MESSASE 

(SOESPN 

TP SAV: JMgK 


r HEH.'HEH!^ 
' well, I 1 

GUESS HE 
CAN SLEEP... 

, WE WON'T J 
i NEED Hl/W 4 
ASAIN, AS WE 
ARE HAPPY 
CIVILIZED 
AND PEACEFUL., 


“ PARAPISe BNPeP 
IN CHAOS, ANPZ 
WASHBP THE CHAOS 
AkMV. X Am sune 
iNTsuLieeNT upe 
WLUeVOLVe ASAIN... 
THAT IS THB WAS OP 
THB cosmic LIPS 

popce..." 










NUMBER ONE WITH A BULLET. 


SUMMER SPECIAL 


COMING THIS AUGUST FROM 















^EPTeMBER, 1940... FRANCE HAS FALLEN, ANP THE NAZI WAR MACHINE STANPS 
POISEP AT THE CHANNEL...THE ONLY REMAININ© OBSTACLE TO GERMAN POMINATION OF 
EUROPE IS A BRAVE BUT VULNERABLE ENSLANP, BUT THE HRST ANP IMPERATIVE STEP IN AN 
INVASION IS THE PESTRUCTION OF THE ROYAL AIR FORCE.' ANP SO, FORA FEW DESPERATE 
WEEKS, A HANPFUL OF OUTNUMBEREP FISHTER PILOTS HOLP THE FATE OF THE VVORLP IN THEIR HANDS.. 


ART AND SCRIPT BY WALLACE WOOD 

Coloring: Ken Feduniewicz 
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Don't miss the 
exciting free 
8-page preview 
in DNAgents #9 
and 

Miracleman #8^ 


Written by 
Mindy Newell 


Uhistrated by 
Lee Weeks 
and 

ly Templeton 


Reserve 
’ extra 
copies of 
the first 
16-page 
issue now. 














PROLOGUE 
































































































































ISSUE #1 SHIPPING I" MAr-FROM^fOJPse 














































mWINm 

$ 1 , 000 ! 
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•WHO SHOT DANNY SCOTT' 


WHODUNNIT? is America’s 
only prize mystery comic 
book. Be the first to solve 
the murder — and WIN 
$1,000. Cash. From Eclipse. 


BY EVANIER & SPIEGLE 
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